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P hillis forſaken, 


In Purſuit of CO RID ON. 


Behold fair Phillis by ber Love forſaken 

In ſearch of him that will not be o*ce taken, 3 

Whilſt ſhe (poor ſoul / her cheeks wich tears bedewing, 4 

Romes over hills and dales in vain purſuing, 

Twould melt a marb e heart, her ſad complaiging She 

Whilſt he ſeems deaf, her Love and ſhe diſdaining. 85 
To the Tune of, Daphnæs Complaint, or O my Love, &c. . 


SA ent abꝛoad to play 
In a moꝛning freſh and gay, 

Þeartng the ſwet Pightingale 
Ten herſadand dolefull tale. 

Strait L heard a voice to cry, 

O my Love, O my Lore, 

Oimy Love why doſt thou Biy, 

pitty me or elſel dye. 


At the fir& l was amaʒ d 


And with græ dy eyes J gapd, 


Till at leugth J ſaw where foo 


Phillis in a penſi vs mod. 
Mournfully ſhe thus did cry, 
O my Love, © my Love, 


| O my Love why doſt thon fly, 


 Pitty me px elſe I dye, 


Turn O turn ot Coridon 

Do not thus thy Phillis wrong, 

Vearken to mo woful plaint, 

Now with ſozro:v J am ſafne, 
Whiiſt I train my voice to ciy. 
O my Love, O my Lore, | 
O my Love why doſt thou fly, 
Pitty me or elſe Idye, 


. 


| Teltmodeateq tell me plan 


Why thou doſt my Love diſoa in, 
Mhere in have J done a miſs 
That Jam debai*o of bliſs. 
iſten to my woful cry, : 
O my Love; O my Love, 5 
O my Love why doſt thou fix | 
Patty me or elle 1dyy 


—_—_— — 
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Sa her tender body's ton 


With the bzamble and the thozn, 
Hearken to my mournful Song, 


O my Love, O my Love. 


O my Love why doſt thou fly, 


Pitty me or elle I dye. 


TUhy art thou moꝛe cruel far 
Then the Tyger and the Bear, 


Do not bear lo fierce a mind 


As the wild beaſts in thetr kind, 
Hearken to my doletull cry, 


O my Love, Omy Love, 


O my Love why doſt thou fly, 


Pitty me oi elſe I dye. 


Eactz green fields and ſhady G20ve 
Bear pou witneſs of. my love, 
And the l:ttle Lambs which plap 


In the flow2y ſteld ſo gay, 


Hear me whilſt with grief I cry, 


O my Love, O my Love, 


O my Love why doſt thou fly, 


Bitty me or elſe | dye, 


An you p2etty birds that ſings 
And pou Chziſtal ſtzeaming lpzings 
That do mur mu e as pou glide 
By the pieaſanf Meadows ſide, 


Bear a part when I do ery, 
O my Love, O my Love, 


O my Love why doſt ton fly, 


Pitty me or elts Idye. 


hard kearte; Shepherd turn 
Y Let not Phillis longer mourn, 


Pan thou god of Shepherd Sirafns ' 
Viewing thefe Arcadian plains, 
Taft an eye upon mp arfef 
Coridon hath platd the thlef, 
Pitty me when I do cry 
O-my Love, O my Love, 
O my Love why doſt thou fly, 
Turn again or elſe I dye, 


Venus with thy naked boy 

After ſozrow ſead me jop, 

Stop my I over in his Race 

And being him to me face to face, 
That he once may hear me c y, 
O my Love, O my Love, 
Omy Love why didſt thou fly, 
Pitty me or elſe l dye. 


Pon kair Ppm;bs that ᷑poꝛt and plap 


And Diana's laws otep, 
Did you not meet mp Coridon 


Tel me which way he is gone, 


That | once may ceaſe to cry, 
O my Love, O my Love, 
O my Love why doſt thou fly, 
Fitty me or elſe I dye. 


Thus air Phillis did complain - 
On the pleaſant fow2y plain, 
Till at laſt her Lover came 
5 02.to eafe her of her pain. 
Then ſhe thus began to cry, 
O my Love, O my Love, 
O my Love hy didit thou flye. -. 
Eaſe me of my miſery, | 
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